Mrs. Ledward, her companion, had her group too, of a totally different character. Whenever she and Beatrice went out together they were always separated at once, and often did not meet again until it was time to leave. On this occasion they never met once, a circumstance for which Beatrice afterwards felt very grateful.
The group, of which she was the centre, was constantly changing ; new people were added to it, others strolled away.
The subject of conversation changed too, and by-and-by fell upon an outbreak of smallpox in a neighbouring town, the origin of which could not be satisfactorily settled She was in a mood to make the worst and the most of things. She did not spare herself one detail of the scene, or omit one qualifying word of Laura's as to tone, manner, and expression. When at last she went to her bedroom, she did not know whether she wished most never to see this man again or to make his acquaintance, and prove conclusively that he was wrong in his estimate of her.
(To be continued.)
